<OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS!'

CONSTANTINOPLE,                                           A,D.   1045.

IN Micklegard there was a garden of terraces and
shaded walks; in that garden there was a house with
barred and narrow windows towards the street, but
high open galleries towards the garden; in that house
there was a pleasant, sweet-smelling room.

Harald Hardrada and the girl who was called
Anastasia were talking about death, which was a
thing he had seen often and she but seldom. He was
more interested in the facts than she was, regarding
them as ordinary but curious happenings, about which
he would like to know more. He sat on the stool by
her feet, and every now and then he ran his hand dis-
quietingly down her dress from knee to ankle. She
could feel, with a terrible sensitiveness which she tried
to disregard, the silk clinging and catching ever so
little on the rough ends of his fingers. His broad,
slightly ribbed nails were clean but cut too close; the
stuff of them was thick and untransparent He had
gold bracelets and close, goldenish hairs on the pale
skin directly over the muscles of his arms. He wore
the full armour of a Captain of the Varangian Guard,
and that was very fine indeed.
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